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waists, mucked about with plugs and pipes. Fitter-
mechanics are the same the world over, I decided.
They are not really happy until your car does break
down. So I left them to their orgy, and went for a walk
with Sudan.

When we returned an hour later, Selman announced
that the second car was dead, so we gave out food,
ammunition, blankets, water, matches and so on, and
left the lithe, feckless Mohammed and Mutelag the killer
to guard the iron corpse. I was glad to see they looked
happy at being left together. Then the rest of us piled
into Selman's truck and travelled past craggy crumbling
rocks to Tobeik, where we found the herds of Moham-
med Pasha grazing in a golden valley. Nine large black
tents of the Howeitat were pitched on the hillside.

Mohammed Abu Tayih greeted me gladly and led me
into the guest tent where we sat drinking coffee with the
sheikhs of his tribe. Sudan, who was very possessive,
showed me the movable side-flap of the tent which could
extend or diminish the right half where the women slept
and cooked. The sun was setting behind the tall moun-
tain a mile away, and as we talked we could hear the
women in the valley crying, "Urrrri, Urrrri, Urrrri/'
to call in the sheep.

At the hour of prayer, I walked away from the tents
up the hillside so as to leave them alone. When
Mohammed Abu Tayih joined me, I was watching a
snow-white baby camel with sprawling legs like an
absurd toy.

" Do you like it?"

"It's very sweet/'

" I will give it to you/'

" It's awfully kind of you," I said, thinking of what
B.O.A.C. would say when I came to declare it as excess